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	1. Chapter 1

Another Child

Another child.

I hadn't even wanted the first one, but then my life changed and I found myself glad to have at least one son to carry on the Saiyan heritage. At least it was a legacy I could leave behind when I finally went to the Next Dimension.

My son.

I was surprised when I realized he was much stronger than I expected a half-breed to be, but he quickly made me proud of him. He is even more than I ever knew I wanted, and I'm sure this one will be the same.

"Here's your daughter, Vegeta."

Daughter?


	2. Chapter 2

Embarrassment

"You're an embarrassment as a Saiyan, Kakarot!" Vegeta said, grimacing at the other man's goofy faces.

"She loves it! Don't you, Bra?" Goku cooed through smashed cheeks, receiving another round of giggles.

"Goku, stop playing with the baby and give me a hand," ChiChi called.

"Why don't you give it a try, Vegeta? Babies love to see dads make funny faces."

Minutes later, an earnest cry arose from the nursery. Goku hurried to see what was wrong and was nearly run over by an escaping, red-faced Vegeta.

"Keep your un-Saiyan-like suggestions to yourself, Kakarot!" he growled over Bra's anxious wail.


	3. Chapter 3

Proper Punishment

"What's the big deal?" Vegeta sighed. "It's not like anyone died or anything."

"This is a very big deal!" Bulma shouted in frustration. "I will not raise my child to believe bullying classmates is acceptable behavior!"

"Asserting yourself is not bullying," he argued. "It demonstrates strong character."

"Well that 'strong character' will just have to learn to keep their 'assertiveness' to themself until they're out of school," she countered. "Now, we need to come up with a proper punishment."

"Such as?"

"First, she should apologize to that poor boy she punched out, then buy some flowers for his hospital room."


	4. Chapter 4

Supportive Parents

"Why do I have to be here?" Vegeta asked, shifting uncomfortably in his chair.

"I told you," Bulma said. "You need to support Trunks in more than just fighting."

"But he isn't even using his power. How can I support his acting like a weakling?"

"If he used any of his strength, people could get hurt."

Vegeta grumbled and watched his son laughing with the other children. He wondered how Trunks could be so happy among these earthlings when they didn't even realize how powerful he really was.

"Trunks is next. Go, Trunks!" Bulma yelled.

"Batter up!" the umpire called.


	5. Chapter 5

Schooling

"Why can't I go to public school?" Trunks asked.

"Trunks," Bulma began with a sigh, "we've been through all this already. You're the winner of the Junior Division of the World Tournament. You'd draw too much attention to yourself."

"I will not!"

"You flew, shot energy blasts, and turned Super Saiyan," Vegeta reminded him. "You've already drawn attention to yourself."

"But it's not fair!"

"As the heir to Capsule Corp., you'll be going to Business College soon enough. Until then, we're going to stick with a tutor."

"Then can I at least have a different tutor? Gohan is too tough!"


	6. Chapter 6

Tail

"Mom, did I ever have a tail?"

Bulma nearly dropped the sharp knife she was using to cut vegetables for dinner. She caught the handle just before it sailed over the edge of the counter toward her feet.

"W-Why would you say that, Trunks?" she asked, clearing her throat.

"I don't know," he admitted. "Sometimes I just feel like something is missing. Like I should have a tail or something."

"That's funny," she said, forcing a laugh. "Little boys don't have tails." 

Trunks watched his mother mutilate carrots for a couple minutes, then sighed and went to ask his father.. /p


	7. Chapter 7

Summoning

Bulma ran to the window, startled by the sudden darkness. The sky above rolled with black clouds and lightning flashed menacingly. She could just make out enormous coils of green circling higher and higher in the air.

"Vegeta!" she yelled.

"I'll take care of it," he answered, stomping out the door.

"What do you wish?" Shenron boomed above the circle of glowing dragonballs.

"Hold it right there," Vegeta demanded, snatching the stolen dragonradar with lightning speed. "Make a wish and it'll be your last!"

"But daddy," Bra whined. "All I wanted was a pony! But you wouldn't give me one."


	8. Chapter 8

Vegeta's Words

"You're nothing like the other Trunks! He's more my son than you will ever be, and he didn't even have me growing up!"

Trunks was stunned as the words echoed around his office. He flinched when his father stormed out, slamming the door behind him and knocking several pictures from the wall.

All because he gave up training for a career at Capsule Corp.? That couldn't be all of it. What could have brought on such a tirade?

A dull ache grew in his chest as he realized how much the words hurt. He would have preferred to be punched. 

* * *

><p>Trunks' Words<p>

"I don't want to be like dad. I don't want to spend my entire life in useless training. No one needs warriors anymore. I want a career at Capsule Corp. and work my way up to CEO."

Vegeta felt ill. He couldn't believe he overheard his own son saying those words to his mother.

Did Trunks really see him as a worthless warrior? Didn't he realize it's all just to protect this planet? Of all people, Trunks should be able to understand him.

Those words hurt more than he was willing to admit. He would have preferred to be punched.


End file.
